* The End of Narathihapate *
pale, but he faced his son. 'Wait on the deck outside/
he said with a semblance of dignity.*When I am ready,
I shall take the poison. Leave me, I say; you can enter
when I have gone. I do not wish to see your face
in my pain/

The prince stepped back as he had been desired, not
out of consideration for his father, but for the Queen.

When he was gone and Narathihapate was left alone
with Queen Saw, the momentary strength he had
shown seemed to leave him and he wept again. Re-
covering somewhat, but profoundly miserable, he
said: 'That it should be my own son! When he was an
infant at the breast, I remember he would smile at me.
Fd hold him and his tiny hands would grasp my jacket.
Had I dropped him then, it would have saved me this/
He lapsed into the silence of utter disillusion. Queen
Saw was silent too; she felt creeping over her a horror
of public life.

Presently Narathihapate took the ring from his fin-
ger, a great emerald cut as an octagon, and while he let
fall drops of water upon it uttered this solemn wish:
'In all the lives wherein I wander through the worlds
of illusion until I reach Nirvana's ultimate truth, may a
son never again be born to me/ He gave the ring to the
Queen, saying: If that wish is granted, this ordeal at
least cannot be mine a second time/

His mind had been distracted a moment by these
other thoughts. Now he had to face back to death, the
immediate bleakness of violent death. He was dis-
mally afraid.

'Help me, now, Saw,' he groaned. 'Give me all your
strength. Where is the bowl?' He panted wretchedly.
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